BLOOD WEDDING
BRIDEGROOM [happily]: He must be out racing it.
[The WIFE leaves, troubled. The SERVANT enters.]
SERVANT: Aren't you two proud and happy with so many good
wishes?
BRIDEGROOM: I wish it were over with. The bride is a little tired.
SERVANT: That's no way to act, child.
BRIDE: It's as though I'd been struck on the head.
SERVANT: A bride from these mountains must be strong.
[To the GROOM]
You're the only one who can cure her, because she's yours.
[She goes running off.]
BRIDEGROOM [embracing the BRIDE]: Let's go dance a little.
[He kisses her.]
BRIDE [worried]: No. I'd like to stretch out on my bed a little.
BRIDEGROOM: I'll keep you company.
BRIDE: Never! With all these people here? What would they say?
Let me be quiet for a moment.
BRIDEGROOM: Whatever you say! But don't be like that tonight!   ~
BRIDE [at the door]: I'll be better tonight.
BRIDEGROOM: That's what I want.
[The MOTHER appears.]
MOTHER: Son.
BRIDEGROOM: Where've you been?
MOTHER: Out there - in all that noise. Are you happy?
BRIDEGROOM: Yes.
MOTHER: Where's your wife?
BRIDEGROOM: Resting a little. It's a bad day for brides!
MOTHER: A bad day? The only good one. To me it was like coming
into my own.
[The SERVANT enters and goes toward the BRIDE'S room.]
Like the breaking of new ground; the planting of new trees.
BRIDEGROOM: Are you going to leave?
MOTHER: Yes, I ought to be at home.
BRIDEGROOM: Alone.
MOTHER: Not alone. For my head is full of things: of men, and fights,
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